CHAPTER 24 


May 4, 2011 


“So what do you know about this Kurt guy.” 


It was another holiday, and Yosuke and Yu were busy, so Chie had decided to join 
Justin for the day. The problem was, however, that today was the day Justin was 
going to get answers from Kurt. Justin was a little reluctant to let Chie tag along, but 
she was really the only one who knew what was going on with Kurt and the thugs. 
Maybe she could help him figure a few things out. 


“Not much. He seemed like a nice guy in my dream, but Maya pissed him off over 
something.” 


“Do you know what?” 
“Nadda. Hopefully we’ll find out soon enough.” 


Justin and Chie stopped outside a big building in the shopping district, big black bars 
coming down and blocking the entrance, windows boarded up. The place had clearly 
been shut down a long time ago. 


“This the warehouse?” 
“Yep?” 
“So... how do we get in.” 


Chie looked around for any signs of an entrance, but to not much avail. She sighed 
Slightly. 


“The back maybe?” 


The two walked around back, carefully examining each wall, each corner, each 
crevice, for the slightest sign of the entrance. There was no back entrance, but 
Justin did notice something; a stack of cardboard boxes, making an almost stair-like 
formation. The entrance must be on the roof then, no? He tapped Chie on the 
shoulder, pointing up towards the roof, before carefully making his way up the 
cardboard boxes. Chie followed shortly behind him, though one of the cardboard 
boxes caved in on itself as Chie went to stand on it. Justin reached out his hand to 
give Chie a boost up towards the top, though she nearly pulled Justin OFF of the 
roof. As she climbed her way up Justin’s arm, she seemed more than a little happy 
that Justin had offered her the boost up. She rolled over on her back as she finally 
made it to the top of her ascent, huffing heavily on the air. 


“Thanks.” 


She smiled meekly up at him; her eyes slightly squinted as the sun shone in her 
eyes. Justin grinned back, lending her a hand back up. As Chie made her way back 
up to her feet, Justin looked around the roof for an entrance. Sure enough, there 
was a door up top leading to a staircase back to the bottom floor. Justin slowly, but 
forcefully opened the door, Chie following quietly behind. 


The bottom floor was relatively empty, stands where boxes could be stacked 
practically coating the place. The sounds of the two’s footsteps echoed loudly 
through the room, as did the tapping of Justin’s cane against the floor below him. Of 
course, that had been the intention once Justin noticed a person sorting through a 
few small boxes on the opposite side of the warehouse. They looked like cigarette 
cartons, which only meant one thing: Kurt Kimberly. 


The figure turned around, a small bit of light from the ceiling glass illuminating his 
face. It was Kurt alright, only he seemed to have aged quite a bit since the time in 
his dream. His facial features seemed more prominent, the cracks of his mouth 
bigger when he smiled. Even so, he looked nearly the same; same hair style, same 
rough bear, same eyes, nose, mouth. Hell, he was even wearing that same fedora. 
He smiled lightly as he turned towards the two figures. 


“Sorry, we don’t do business directly from our storage.” 
“I'm here for a different kind of business.” 


Kurt squinted slightly. He recognized Justin’s voice immediately, though he certainly 
didn’t recognize the figure. 


“Justin?” 
“Kurt.” 


Justin was half expecting the guy to pull out a gun, or try to run. Whatever Maya 
had been involved with had apparently involved Justin, and she seemed convinced 
that he was going to kill the both of them. Instead, he was met by Kurt making a 
mad dash up to him and greeting him with a large hug. Justin didn’t hug him back of 
course; he was more than a little caught off guard by the friendly gesture. Kurt gave 
him a pat at his back as he let loose his hold on Justin. 


“Oh man, it’s good to see you!” 


Chie seemed more than a little confused. This was not what she imagined Kurt to be 
like, and even less so how she thought he would react to Justin after Maya 
apparently pissed him off. She exchanged a glance with Justin, trying to figure out 
what was going on, but all he could offer her was a shrug off his shoulders. This was 
not what he had expected to happen in the slightest. 


“Uh... good to see you too? 


Kurt grinned at him for a moment longer before noticing the cane Justin was 
holding, his smile near instantly turning to a frown. 


“Jesus, that thing about your leg was true?” 
“What?” 


“Well, you’ve got that cane, and there was that rumor about you losing your leg 
and...” 


“Wait wait, there was a rumor about me losing my leg?” 
“You didn’t hear about that?” 

“No...” 

“Well they say you fell down the stairs.” 


Justin paused for a moment. A fall down the stairs huh... He didn’t remember that. 
And that’s what concerned him. He didn’t remember the fall down the stairs that 
gave him his fear of climbing stairs either. 


“Well, my leg’s still intact.” 


Justin pulled back the hair that had been swept across his left eye, showing off his 
pupil-less iris. Luckily for Justin, Chie couldn’t see his eye from the angle she was 
standing; otherwise she might have given him hell. After his vision didn’t come 
back, he was a little concerned, but when he looked in the mirror and found his 
pupil completely gone, well... He didn’t need a doctor to tell him the problem. Kurt 
seemed more than a little surprised. 


“Jesus, man, what the hell happened.” 

“Long story, there was some steam involved.” 
“Tried cooking again?” 

“What? No. Jesus, I’m not THAT bad.” 


Kurt gave him a funny look. How the hell would Kurt even know how well | cooked? 
Kurt looked over to the other figure standing next to him. His frown suddenly 
shifting to a wide-grin again. 


“| see you've found yourself a nice girl.” 


Justin gave another quick glance towards Chie. Really, if you ask a question enough 
times, eventually you’ll get the answer you’re looking for; but that didn’t mean 
either of them were particularly comfortable with Kurt knowing jackshit about the 
two’s love life. 


“Why the hell does everyone assume we're a couple?” 
Kurt shook his head, a smirk stretching from cheek to cheek. 
“You never were a good liar.” 


Kurt pressed up against Justin, cupping his hand around his mouth to whisper in his 
ear. Justin was a little uncomfortable with Kurt getting so up-close and personal. It 
was like they had been the best of friends at some point. And given that Justin 
couldn’t remember shit, that very well may have been the case. 


“She doesn’t know about the eye, does she?” 
Justin nodded his head as Kurt gave him a quick grin. 
“Alright, | gotcha. Don’t worry, your secrets safe with me.” 


He stuck his hand out towards the other figure, a wide smile across his face. He was 
hard not to like, even when he was involved in shady business like smuggling 
cigarettes to minors. 


“Anyway, Kurt Kimberly. And you would be?” 
“Oh... Uh... Chie Satonaka.” 
“Charmed.” 


The two shook hands before Kurt went back to his laid back position, hands in his 
pockets, slight backwards curvature to his back. 


“It’s been forever man!” 
His smile loosened up slightly, though he was still grinning. 


“But aren’t you still supposed to be in school? What are you doing all the way out 
here?” 


Justin pressed his fingers against his head. He really wasn’t sure if he should be 
telling Kurt anything. | mean, other than his goons, he hadn’t really done anything 
to Justin to make him NOT trust him. 


“My folks end up passing away. Will and testament and all that shit had me 
relocated here.” 


Chie looked at Justin, concern in her eyes. Justin was very visibly trying to force the 
information up. Hell, Chie didn’t even know that he was here because of his parent’s 
will, yet here he was telling some random guy who may or may not be trying to kill 
the both of them. She felt like complete shit. Why would Justin trust someone like 
Kurt with that information, but not her? Kurt frowned. For whatever reason it 


seemed that his parents’ passing had hit him hard. There was no way Justin and 
Kurt weren’t friends at the very least, from the looks of it, otherwise he wouldn’t be 
reacting the way he was. 


“Jesus... I’m so sorry man.” 


“It’s not a problem. Look, I’m here for a reason Kurt. What do you remember about 
Maya.” 


The frown on his face only seemed to deepen at the mention of Maya’s name. The 
name apparently did not sit well with him, and it very visibly showed. Even then, he 
didn’t seem to freak out or anything. 


“Maya, huh? You’d probably know more than | do.” 
“That’s the problem Kurt. | don’t. | don’t remember ANYTHING.” 


Kurt rubbed at his chin a bit, looking down towards the ground, before turning his 
attention back towards Justin. 


“What exactly is it you want to know.” 

“What did Maya do to piss you off?” 

“Piss me off? Have you ever seen me angry?” 
“Honestly, Kurt, | barely remember you.” 


Kurt seemed almost hurt by the comment. Justin more or less had marked Kurt off 
as a forgotten friend at this point. They way he was offended that Justin had lost all 
memory of him. He wouldn’t have that look on his face if he didn’t care for Justin in 
some Capacity. 


“You don’t huh...” 
“It’s not intentional, Kurt.” 
“| know, | know, | just...” 


Kurt let out a sigh before looking Justin dead on in the eyes again, his mouth still 
curved downwards in a frown. He looked like he felt almost betrayed that Justin had 
forgotten him. He quickly tried to change the subject, much to Justin’s displeasure. 
He seemed like a nice guy at the very least, so he hated the fact that he had 
betrayed Kurt in some capacity. 


“Maya, right? Well... there was that one time with the cigarettes, | guess.” 


“What happened.” 


“Well, you know Maya’s family was poor, right?” 
“Vaguely.” 


“Well... She came up to me one day with an offer. Said something about being able 
to hide some of the merchandise, and in exchange I’d give her a small cut off the 
profits.” 


Justin crossed his arms. It sorta made sense. Maya and Kurt were apparently good 
friends, at least, before that dream with the gun, so it would make sense for her to 
turn to Kurt to try and make some money on the side; especially when Kurt pretty 
much ran an underground crime scene. 


“But she didn’t deliver.” 
“Well | wouldn’t say it like that. She just...” 


Kurt paused for a moment, picking his words carefully. Whatever Maya did, Kurt was 
still trying to show the upmost respect in regards to her. Hell he was practically 
defending her, even if she had wronged him. 


“...Misplaced them. Still, that was money down the drain, and | am a business man, 
SO...” 


“You expected her to pay it back.” 
“Right! See, you understand.” 


Chie gave Justin a look. She wasn’t entirely in the loop on what was going on in 
Justin’s dreams, but from where she was standing it looked as though Kurt was 
trying to force a slum dog to pay for his merchandise. She was almost disgusted by 
the man, as charming as he had been. 


“I’m not gonna lie Kurt, that doesn’t seem like something to piss on someone’s 
corpse about.” 


Kurt recoiled his head back in disgust, his mouth curving backwards, showing off his 
blindingly white teeth. Justin nearly smacked himself for thinking it, but goddamn 
Kurt was one sexy motherfucker. How he had never seen Kurt with a girl of his own 
before was completely beyond him. Maybe the whole “illegally selling smokes” 
thing was a huge turn-off. 


“Piss on someone’s- What!?” 


“That’s what Maya said. She said she pissed you off, and that you were going to kill 
us, piSS ON our Corpses, and send them back to our families but into tiny pieces.” 


Both Kurt and Chie looked absolutely bewildered, though Chie looked like she was 
going to hop across the room and beat the shit out of Kurt. Justin more or less had 


to talk her down using just his eyes; which is actually a lot easier than it sounds on 
paper. 


“What!? Now why would | do that! I’m a businessman, not a barbarian!” 
“Is that what you tell your little goons?” 

Kurt paused, placing his hand against his forehead. 

“What did they do this time...” 


“They mugged a ten year old child and threatened a very good friend of mine. 
You’re lucky | didn’t send them back to you in a body-bag.” 


“Those sons of a-“ 


Kurt paused, pacing around the room. He was very visibly angered by his 
employees. Or maybe he was just angry that they had targeted a friend of Justin’s. 
Who knew, all Justin knew was that Kurt was pissed off now. 


“| sell cigarettes, Justin. I’m no made man. | don’t go around mugging people to 
make a profit.” 


“Well your thugs do.” 
“Not for long.” 


Justin paused for a moment. Kurt really didn’t seem the violent type from what he 
saw of him, but that... That sounded almost like he was going to whack the three of 
them off. He decided not to question it though, instead proceeding with his previous 
line of questions. 


“So you weren’t going to kill us?” 

“God no. If she need more time to get the money, she could have just asked.” 
Shit, we might have mugged someone for money we didn’t even need... 
“Alright... so what happened after that?” 

“Nothing. She paid for the cigarettes and | never saw her again.” 
“Goddammit...!” 


Justin recoiled his head in rage. Kurt was a dead-end for information. He knew that 
Kurt was a nice guy, and he knew what Maya had gotten involved in, but that’s it. 
Nothing about what could have happened with that gun. Though that mugging 
theory seems to be holding up particularly well right about now. Justin pressed his 
hand against his skull, sighing. 


“Alright... Thanks Kurt. You know, you never change.” 
Kurt tipped the front of his fedora, a smile finally sweeping across his face again. 
“They say it’s my best trait.” 


Justin had turned around, ready to march out the way he came in, when a sudden 
thought struck his mind. 


“Where exactly WAS Maya hiding the cigarettes anyway?” 


“Huh? | don’t really know, she was using all this weird codename crap. Something 
about a TV, or somethin’” 


“..What?” 
“Yeah, | know right? What the hell is TV a codename for?” 


Justin gave a side glance towards Chie. Chie’s mouth was wide open, her eyes 
slightly squinted, as though she didn’t quite believe what she had heard. Hell, Justin 
didn’t really believe it either. It couldn’t have been what they thought... right? 
Maybe... Maybe there was a broken TV somewhere, and Maya hid the cigarettes 
inside of it. That would make sense right? Then if someone took the TV, the smokes 
would go with it! Yeah, that explains it! 


“Alright, thanks Kurt.” 
“Anytime! Keep in touch, man.” 


Justin gave him a quick nod before turning towards the door again. Kurt seemed like 
a nice enough guy, plus he was just as entangled in this situation as Justin and 
Maya were. It might be worth keeping an eye on this guy. He was about to leave 
when Kurt spoke up again. 


“Oh hey, wait.” 


Justin turned back around to be met by the sight of Kurt tossing him a carton of 
cigarettes. Justin barely caught them as they pounded against his chest. It was no 
secret that Justin had a hard time doing anything remotely athletic, catching 
included, so it almost came as a pleasant surprise for Justin when he managed to 
stop the carton from hitting the floor. 


“On the house.” 


Justin looked at the carton. Same brand he smoked, plus he WAS running low. Still, 
as nice as Kurt seemed, something just didn’t rub him right about this. He had given 
Maya free cigarettes before, but they were always just a pack at a time. An entire 
carton of them? What the hell is the catch? 


“For free? These aren’t laced with acid or something are they?” 
“Oh, we’ve got some of those if you want that instead.” 


“You know what, forget | asked.” 


“Television?” 


The interrogator rubbed at his bottom lip using his index finger. It seemed his 
intrest had been piqued just as much as Justin’s had been at that point in time. 


“You mean to tell me that she stashed the cigarettes inside the other world.” 
Justin smirked slightly. 
“I'll get to that when the time is right.” 


The interrogator leaned back in his chair slightly. Clearly the thought of Maya being 
able to enter the television as well had puzzled him. From his basic understanding 
of the situation, there were two requirements for entering the television. One, you 
needed to have a persona. Two, you needed to live in the Inaba region. Unless he 
had misunderstood the second requirement, Maya shouldn't have been able to 
enter the television even if she did have a Persona. Unless the Midnight Channel 
had aired in California as well at some point. A confusing conundrum to say the 
least. 


“Alright, so what about Kurt. Did you keep in contact with him?” 


“Yeah. Turns out, he’s actually a good guy. | still don’t understand what Maya had 
been so paranoid of.” 


“Maybe the fact that he runs an illegal distribution ring!? Come on, surely you can 
see why he isn’t someone you should associate with.” 


Justin seemed more than a little disgusted in the interrogator. Yes Kurt had been 
involved in some less than legal activities, but that isn’t what defines him as a 
person. 


“He’s a good guy. | don’t regret making his acquaintance for a second.” 
“He’s an illegal tobacco peddler! Weren’t you raised better than that!?” 
“Apparantly not!” 


Justin had started to lean across the table, his hands pressing on the surface. The 
interrogator was more than a little enraged by Justin’s outburst. He certainly didn’t 


approve of him getting involved with a character like Kurt, that was for damn sure. 
He sighed slightly before standing up. 


“That’s all for today’s session. We’ll continue this in the morning.” 


Justin was escorted out of the interrogation room by two officers, dressed in formal 
business attire. They were most likely detectives of some sort, not the usual police 
precinct. It took a while of walking before they escorted him to the cell he would 
retire to for the duration of his stay. It looked like a normal room for the most part. 
You had a bad, a dresser, a desk. Hell there was even a television at one point, but 
the cops took that out after Justin had disclosed his ability to jump into a television. 
He couldn’t help but smirk at the thought of their reaction when the interrogator 
had passed that information along. 


Justin lied on the bed. He wanted to smoke, but alas, he wasn’t allowed to smoke 
when he wasn’t under supervision by an officer. Guess they were afraid of what he 
would do with a lighter. Burn the place down? Please, it’s made of concrete. He 
doubted it was all that flammable. Instead, Justin pressed his two fingers against his 
right ear, speaking out softly so that the guards wouldn’t hear him mumbling to 
himself. They probably wouldn’t be able to anyway, what with the walls and door, 
but it was better safe than sorry. 


“Talk to me Rise.” 
“Y-you don’t like my music?” 


She sounded like she was going to cry on the other side. Justin had to sit up 
abruptly. 


“Rise...? How long were you listening...?” 
“The whole time. | wanted to make sure you were okay, so I...” 


Justin rubbed his face. There was so much shit he had told the interrogator that he 
didn’t want his friends to know. Especially not a gossip like Rise. 


“So then the whole thing with the eye...” 
“Y-yeah...” 

“Have you told the others?” 

“N-No, not yet-” 

“Well, keep it that way.” 


“Why wouldn’t you tell us about your eye? We could have helped you know!” 


“Because it’s not a big deal. Besides, what were you going to do, find a cure for 
blindness?” 


“Well, no-“ 

“Then stop worrying about it... And for the record, it’s just not my type of music.” 
“You’re such a liar!” 

‘Would | |-“ 

“Yes.” 


Justin blinked fast, as though he wasn’t sure he had just heard Rise interrupt him 
like that. That was more Chie’s thing than her- Wait. Rise heard everything right? So 
does that mean she heard all that stuff about him and Chie? Oh jeeze, Chie is going 
to kick my ass if she gets wind of this. 


“Alright, so what’s going on over on your end.” 
“Well...” 

“Still can’t find him?” 

“S-sorry...” 


Justin couldn’t help but sigh. The entire point of him even getting interrogated was 
to buy the others time while they searched for the target. He really didn’t want to 
stretch this whole interrogation thing on any longer than he had needed to. 


“It’s fine. Be sure to keep in touch.” 
“Alright will do.” 
“Oh, and say hi to Chie for me, will ya?” 


Justin could hear the slightest chuckle come out from Rise on the other side. She 
knew damn well what Justin meant by that. 


“Alright, | will.” 


